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paper, pens, looking-glass, and razors—all those are for-
bidden fruit here; and give me some money to pay for your
dinner/
I had three sequins in my pocket, and I gave him one,
and he went off to serve, as I afterwards learned, the seven
other prisoners who were confined in the cells under the
leads. He reappeared at noon, with the furniture and food.
I was given an ivory spoon to eat with, knives and forks
were forbidden.
£You must order what you want for to-morrow/ he said,
'for I can only come to you once a day. The secretary says
he will send you some instructive books to read; those you
asked for are not edifying.3
'Tell him I wish to thank him for having given me a cell
to myself.'
'You do not know what you are saying. You have been
put by yourself as a punishment, you will soon long for
company.'
He was right; a man shut up alone in a dismal place
where he can only see the person who brings him his food
for a few minutes once a day becomes wretched, I began
to crave for human society, and would have welcomed an
assassin or a leper. Solitude in a prison cell means despair;
one must know it from actual experience, and I would not
wish my worst enemy such a fate. If a man of letters is
supplied with paper and ink, his misfortunes are lessened by
nine-tenths, but my persecutors did not want to make things
pleasant to me.
I set my table and sat down to dinner, but though I had
been fasting for forty-eight hours, I could only swallow a
few spoonfuls of soup. I passed the day in my armchair,
but when night came it was impossible for me to close my
eyes, for three reasons: firstly, the rats; secondly, the terrible
din made by the clock of Saint Mark's, which sounded as
if it were in my room; and thirdly, the thousands of fleas
which invaded my body, bit and stung me, poisoning my
blood to such an extent that I suffered from spasmodic con-

